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Another Gray Ghost 
Story. 


Arthur Somers Roche. 


didn't Intend to; then probably he 
happened to let soma one connect*! 
with the Gray Ghost know of his old 
acquaintance with me. Then he wu 
told to ask me.” 

"That's theory.” objected Jerry. 

"Of course It Is.” agreed Pelham. 
"That's why I wouldn't tell you why 
I wanted you to wire Paris. I wt, 
afraid you'd laugh at me." 

"I ain’t laughing- at you now/* eatd 
Jerry fervently. "Why, we know that 
the Gray Ghost backed Ravaean In 
the cafe and got LadiPlaus over here 
to give a party, so that he could raid 
it and get about a million dollars 
worth of Jewels." 

"Not much of a victory, Jerry.” said 
Pelham. "Do you realize that this la 
the first time since the Gray Ghost 
reappeared that he has been able 10 
hang on to the uroflts of a crime** 
This is one time he's beaten us " 

. "Well, you can’t win all the time ** 
said Jerry. 

"We’ll never have won until we've 
captured him,” said Pelham wearily. 

"Weil do it yet,” cried Jerry 

"Maybe,” said Pelham. Sometimes 
it seemed to him that only by a mira¬ 
cle could the Gray Ghost be perma¬ 
nently defeated. And Pelham was no 
miracle worker; he was a detective. 

(Copyright, 1923.) 


the Gray Ghost. He felt himself an 
ally of ths detective. 

Now, as he threw open the door of 
the car, he whispered hoarsely to 
Pelham: "I been followed here to¬ 
night, boss.” 

“Are you sure?” asked Pelham. 

"Absolutely," replied the chauffeur. 
"They're in & car that went by when 
I stopped here. Probably waiting 
arOurul the corner.” 

Dickenson's lean, gaunt face col¬ 
ored angrily. “Looka here, Mr. Pel¬ 
ham,” he snapped. "You been takln’ 
too many chances. I don’t think I 
ought to leave you." 

Pelham slapped him on the back. 

"Nonsense, Blim! It's easy to hire 
cold-blooded murderers, but It’s not 
easy to hire discreet ones, who will 
refuse to turn state’s evidence when 
the electric chair confronts them. 
When the Gray Ghost tries to get me 
it will be at a time when there will 
seem to him no danger of his emis¬ 
saries being captured. You needn't 
worry. Have a good time.” 

He chuckled as he walked off. 
Nevertheless, despite his mirth, he 
was w&tchful. wondering at, the 
espionage maintained upon him. 

Of course so long as Pelham lived 
the Gray Qbost must know that there 
was danger that he would be appre¬ 
hended. But inasmuch as he had 
made no effort thus far, through 
his followers, to kill Pelham, save 
at a time when Pelham was actively 
engaged in recovering loot destined 
for the Gray Ohost's coffers, Pelham 
could see no reason for alarm now. 

Nevertheless he carried his right 
hand in his coat pocket; the snug 
way In which the butt of his auto¬ 
matic pistol fitted Into his palm was 
a more potent argument than all his 
theories as to the motives actuating 
the Gray Ghost. 


"But I’ll bust if you don't tell me." 

Pelham smiled quizzically. "Jerry, 
I didn't get my invitation to Ladlg- 
laus* party until the day before it 
was to occur. That was mighty 
funny. I was followed the night of 
the party. That didn't mean much 
then. Later it meant that the Gray 
Ghost was anxious to know, In ad¬ 
vance of the robbery. If I were to be 
there." 

"Why?” demanded Tryon. 

"He’d like to have me killed. And 
any one of his men would do It in the 
middle of a robbery. Also, they knew 
that I knew Ladlslaus. If I, by any 
chance, suspected anything, the Gray 
Ghost wanted to know it. 

"And when Dickenson told me that 
the man who struck him had men¬ 
tioned me I knew that I had been 
expected. How could the Gray Ghost 
know the list of Ladlslaus’ guests?” 

"Simple enough.” Jerry answered 
the rhetorical question. "He could 


r wIMMY Pelham opened the en- 
' I velope on which was engraved 
I the royal crest .of Malthuria. 

A grin of amusement was su¬ 
perseded by a frown as he read the 
invitation. 

"Bad news!” asked Dickenson, his 
valet, secretary and man of all work. 
Dickenson was emphatically not a 
servant. Having, in his former ca¬ 
pacity as Maine guide, drunk from 
the same cup and slept beneath the 
Name blankets as his employer, and 
having, furthermore, that decent feel¬ 
ing of equality that is inherent In 
state of Maine men, he neither look¬ 
ed upon himself as a menial nor per¬ 
mitted 2any one else to do so. His 
manner toward Jimmy Pelham, ones 
an idling millionaire, but now the 
consulting partner in the Tryon De¬ 
tective Agencyv was that of an ad- 
miring friend* 

Pelham tofted the letter to the ex¬ 
guide. "Slim," he said, quizzically, 
"many and many a time, permitting 
your snobbishness to get the better 
of you-” 

"Huhl Me a snob! Why, If a king 
asked me to kiss his hand I’d make 
him kiss my fist,” declared Slim. 

"Proving my case,” chuckled Pel¬ 
ham. "You’d hit & king to brag about 
it. Well, as I was saying when you 
interrupted me, for many years you 
have shown a womanish curiosity as 
to the doings, the manners and the 
appearance of what are vulgarly 
known as aristocrats. Now. If you 
wish to meet a real scion of royalty 
in his rather unattractive flesh, here’s 
your chance. I .will lend you evening 
clothes; I will even tax myself to the 
(xtent of providing a limousine to 
convey you to the party given by 
his royal highness Prince Ladlslaus 
of Malthuria." 


jUITE possible,’ 


agreed Pelham. 
VJ But don’t forget that my invi¬ 
tation came later than the others. 
Now, Ladlslaus. everything consid¬ 
ered, could hardly Invite me to a 
party unless there was a reason. He 


Big Battle of the Champagne 
Fought Five Years Ago 


BY 8ERGT. MARC G. PHILLIPS, | 
Late of the 117th Eni^neen, 424 
lilted States (Rainbow) Division. 

T HOSE of the Rainbow Division 
who survived the greatest of 
all German offensives during 
the world war still recall that 
gruelling battle before Chalons-Sur- 
Marne. when the 42d United States 
Division, under MaJ. Gen. Charles T. 
Menoher. stemmed the tide of the 
German advance at Champagne, the 
second battle of the Marne. 

Today marks the anniversary of 
this great conflict, and in its com¬ 
memoration the veterans of the Rain¬ 
bow Division are bolding their fifth 
annual convention in Indianapolis, 
bringing together onoe more those 
who are left of the old 42d in a grand 
reunion, under less stirring condi¬ 
tions, perhaps, but none the less In¬ 
spiring when one takes note of those 
veterans in attendance, among whom 
may be found the names of a score or 
more of America’s leading general 
officers, in addition to the famous del¬ 
egation sent for this occasion from 
France, headed by Gen. Gouraud hlm- 


Their operations were fruitful dur¬ 
ing the whole first fortnight. On 
July 8 came the first precise In¬ 
formation, a simple Intimation that 
the attack was imminent on the 
Champagne front. 


AND THEN," SLIM WENT ON. “HE LIFTS THE GUN AND SOAKS ME OVER THE HEAD. 


willing and venal tool of the Gray 
Ghost!” 


covered it, and affording Pelham and 
Tryon a view of a great discolored 
lump over his right temple. Pelham 
leaned eagerly forward. 

“Better let us do something for that 
bruise. Slim," he suggested. 

“Ain’t nothing anybody can do,” re¬ 
plied Slim. 


“You are Impertinent,” said Prince 
Ladlslaus. He reached out his hand 
to touch a bell upon the table before 
him. 

"And I am also honest," said Pel¬ 
ham. "Don’t touch that bell, prince, 
unless you wish your servants to hear 
what I am about to tell you.” 


Jerry. I don’t want you to 
me If I’m wrong. Do you k 
one in the Prefecture’s 
Paris?’* 

Tryon stared at him. **WI 

Pelham smiled. It was 
smile. 

"It's a Gray Ghost stunt, 
You'll concede that?’’ 

"Surest thing.” agreed Tr; 

"Well then, whom do you 


tMCKEXSON’S eyes gleamed. He 
read the Invitation, signed by an 
equerry, inviting Mr. James Pelham 
to attend a dinner dance at the new 
^afo Ravasan on the following night. 

"But they won’t let me in. I ain't 
you,” protested Dickenson. 

"Merely show the card of admis¬ 
sion; no one will question you; it will 
be too big an affair," said Pelham. 

"Suppose they find out I ain't a real j 
guest?” argued Dickenson. 

• In that case a couple of oily Mai- ! 
thurians will throw you out on your i 
neck,” grinned his employer. 

Dickenson clenched two knotted 
fists. *T1| be doin’ a little throwin' 
myself about that time.” 

Pelham laughed. • "Ordinarily, Slim, 

I d not turn over an invitation. But 
his highness is not a person for 
whom I care particularly.” 

“How’d you happen to know him?” 
asked Dickenson. 

"Met him at a club in Paris. He’s 
royal, all right, but he has no king¬ 
dom. After the war Malthuria be 
came a republic. They kicked out the 
prince’s father, who shortly died. 
The prince, when I knew him, had 
borrowed from every money-lender in 
Europe,, and I heard that he wound 
up by being barred from decent 
houses and clubs. Forgot to pay his 
gambling debts.” 

"Pretty much of a skunk, hey?” 
commented Dickenson "Where does 
he get the dough to give parties like 
this?” 

Pelham shrugged. "Bearch ms. 
Where did Jake Ravasan get the cap¬ 
ital to finance a Park avenue cafe?” 

"Who's he?” asked Dickenson. 

"Besides being the ostensible pro¬ 
prietor of the Cafe Ravasan, he's one 
of the filthiest crooks unhung. I’ve 
heard Jerry Tyron mention him. He 
was a witness In that hig gambling- 
murder case a dozen years ago.” 

"And society goes to a party given 
by a booted-out prince in a cafe run 
by an ex-crook,” said Diokenaon cyn¬ 
ically. 

Pelham laughed. "Ravasan isn’t an 
•x-crook. either. From what Jerry 
Tryon told me, Ravasan has been 
about a yard ahead of the police all 
his life. Where he got the capital to 
start thlstiew venture nobody knows. 
His entertainers, even if you discount 
their press agents, must cost twelve 
or fifteen hundred a week " 

He smiled. "Well, if every one In 
New York had to explain where he 
got It, nobody would dare to admit 
that he had it. Go to your party, 
Slllm. 8hake the royal hand of his 
royal highness, and step on Ravasan’s 
toes if you have the chance." 

'Til do all those things, only If the 
prince gives me an ugly look and 
sfcys to hts friends to toss me out, I'll 
bust some ore on the way,” said 
Dickenson. 


n'T'HERE Is law, even \n this savage 
■** country," cried the prince. "I will 
appeal to it to protect me from such 
Insults." 

“Thoroughly admirable,” said Pel¬ 
ham. "But permit me to relate certain 
other facts. One Ravasan, at whose 


two blocks, that he was being fol¬ 
lowed. 

Once inside he telephoned the of¬ 
fices of the Tryon Agency and talked 
with Jerry. 

"The Gray Ghost Is taking an ex¬ 
ceeding interest in me tonight, 
Jerry,” he said. "My car was fol¬ 
lowed from the garage and a couple 
of men on. foot followed me here. 
I'm at the club," he explained. "I'd 
have tried to land them, but knew 
that I couldn’t do it alone. But why 
not send a few men up here to nose 
around?” 

"I’ll do that little thing,” said Jerry. 
"What’s the idea c ” 

"You can search me. 
ham. 

"Well, take care of yourself,” said 
Jerry. Into his gruff toneB crept ear¬ 
nestness that was evidence of hlB 
affection for his younger coadjutor. 
It was a reciprocated regard. Be¬ 
tween these two men, of different 
ages, taadltlons and temperaments, 
existed a devotion based on mutual 
respect and liking. 

Knowing that he could be of no 
assistance to the operatives who 
would be rushed up to the club by j 
Tryon, and who would endeavor to 
find out the identity and residence of 
the men who were shadowing Pelham 
I tonight, the object of the Gray 
Ghost's Attentions devoted himself to 
^ an excellent dinner and later to a 
series of rubbers of bridge. It was 
11 o’clock when Pelham descend¬ 
ed the stoop of the old-fashioned 
building which housed his favorite 
club, and was accosted by a man 
whom he Instantly recognized as 
Graham, one of Tryon’e molt trusted 
employes. 

"Can’t locate any one that seems 
suspicious, Mr. Pelham," said Gra¬ 
ham. "Connolly and I got up here 
within ten minutes after Mr. Tryon 
gave us the word. But every one 
that's passed here tonight seemed to 
have legitimate business. If there 
were any‘ ‘shadows,'^either Connolly 
or I would have tumbled.” 

"I’ll bet you would," said Pelham, 
his voice flattering. He had a way 
of being generous with praise. 

“If you don’t mind. I’ll walk along 
with you. Just for luck.” said Gra¬ 
ham. "Connolly will trail us a block 
behind.” 

But they all reached PelhaTn*s 
apartment without incident. 

Pelham laughed. “Maybe I’m get¬ 
ting nervee.” he suggested. j 

"If you were,” said Graham, "no- 
body'd blame you. But I don’t think 
you are.” 


/'vN.-the 14th, a detachment, led by 
''“*' a lieutenant, fighting like a 
whirlwind, carried out the best of 
all the raids and the onie which gav* 
the beat results obtained in several 
weeks. It was then learned that th» 
attack was merely a question of 
hours and the artillery preparation 
would commence at ten minutes pas-, 
midnight. At 4:15 am. the infantry 
would leave the trenches under cover 
of a rolling barrage. 

On July 14 at 1L pm. Gen. 
Gauraud gave the order to begin the 
counter-offensive preparation It 
was launched a half hour later, fore¬ 
stalling the German bombardment 
At the hour mentioned—t*n min¬ 
utes past midnight—the German bom¬ 
bardment was launched with a ter¬ 
rible roar. It. surprised no one. In 
this period of expectation, where 
every day the attack was felt to be 
more imminent, the commander of 
the army had been able to visit even 
the posts of the colonels and enable 
them to share his firm confidence 
At 4.15 the rockets of the vigilant 
lookout men of the line observation 
ascended in the breaking dawn; the 
waves of the assault rushed forward. 
Then our own barrage descended like 
a whirlwind on our Aisi positions, 
where the enemy was arriving ana 
which the German, guns of all cali¬ 
bers and mlnenwerfer had already 
hammered. The battle was going to 
be eii&uted aooording u> schedule. In 
the same way that the observation 
| detachments had done their duty, the 
| advance elements of the first-line bat- 
j taJlons were carrying 


‘Only way to make it well 
is for me to get a crack at the guy that 
done It." His expression was suddenly 
ferocious. SUm Wickenson was a good 
friend; he was also a bad enemy. 

“Well,” he resumed, “the party looked 
kind of stiff until about eight men In 
uniform began circulating around the 
room with trays and glasses. After the 
booze had got everybody all meller, 
dinner was announced. I'd sort of got 
talking with some folks and breezed 
in the dinner with them. I'll zay this 
for Ravasan: he has a good cook.” He 
smacked his lips reminiscently. 


r pHE prince forced a smile. "I will ] 
■** be lenient with you. Mr. Pelham. ' 
You speak of having lost your money; 
your misfortunes have perhaps ren¬ 
dered you irresponsible.” 

“Perhapa” said Pelham grimly. "I 
wodld like your highness to listen 
oarefully as I read this cablegram 
which was received by my partner— 
in a very famous private detective 
agency, I may inform your highness 
—this afternoon. It comes from one 
Jean Derlat, a name not unknown to 
your highness. Permit me.” 

The flush had left the cheeks of Mal- 
thuria’s claimant. His eyes gleamed, , 
and his lips twitched as Pelham read: 
To J. Tryon, Tryon Detective Agency, 
NeMjr York: 

Ladlslaus of Malthuria deposited at 
his bankers four days before sailing 
for New York draft from America pur- j 
chased from Western and Eastern Bank 
of New York for 920.000. Owes ) 
2,000,000 francs In Paris alone and as 
much in London and Madrid. Only 
former exalted position has saved him 
from Jail. Trust American police have 
not same leniency toward persons of 
royal blrya. 

(Signed) JEAN DERLAT. 
t "But this is infamous!" cried the 
j prince. 

“Indeed It is,” agreed Pelham. "A 
scoundrel should be granted no Immu¬ 
nity because of his birth." 

"I will stand no more of this.” 

”1 am perfectly willing that this- 


killed this morning. It seems that in¬ 
vestigators discovered that the same 
gentleman who final 
abroad also financed 
business venture. 

so Incautious as to draw a 
The detective who talked 
•ith him was prepared. 


your trip 

Ravasan’s 
Accused, Mr. Rava- 


deed," Tryon said. "The year before 
the war I did a bit of traveling and 
studied the London, Vienna, Berlin, 
and Paris police departments. Derlat 
Is rather high in the Frendh depart¬ 
ment.’’ 


can was 
revolver. 


In the ensu¬ 
ing duel Mr. Ravasan was killed." 

"You have no proof," cried the 
prince, hoarsely. "Why should I not 
accept a loan?” 

“That Is a question to which you 
may give the answer in court." 

The prince’s eyes gleamed. "I am 
royal.” he said. "Your barbarous 


replied Pdl 


-pELHAM looked at his watch. It’s 
A twelve o'clock,” he announced. 
'That means it’e four In Paris. If 
you send a cable now, Derlat will get 
It the first thing in the morning. If 
we have luck, we’ll get a reply from 
him by noon tomorrow." 

•What'll I say to him?" asked 
Tryon. ^ 

“Ask him to let you know the 
source qf any money that Prince 
Ladlslaus may possess. Find out 


'pHE battle of the Champagne 9t111 
lives In the memory of those who 
were there, those more fortunate 
ones who lived to see the ultimate 
victory. Those who re6t In unmarked 
graves along the chalk wastes of 
Somme-Sulppes perhaps even now are 
looking down upon the dusty poppy 
that nods fitfully over what five 
years ago was an outpost or machine 
gun reel where they made their last 
gallant stand. 

Published below, 
first time In this country. 

French publication 


interrupted it. “This man Ravasan: 
get busy on him. Find out imme¬ 
diately where he got the money to 
finance this restaurant of his.” 

Tryon stared at him. "Through 
this thick cop’s skull of mine an Idea 
occasionally percolates. Mr. Pelham. 
Do you know. If you’re right, I‘m 
Just going to take off my hat every 
and walk backward 


probably for the 
from the 
Illustration, of 
July 27. 1918, appears a free transla¬ 
tion, & true story of that great allied 
defense. The writer, M. Gustave I 
Babin, g;ves a graphic account of all 
that transpired upon that eventful 
date of July 14. 1918. The American 
division to which he makes graceful ! 
Allusion was none other than the 42d ! 
United States Division, which bore 
the brunt of the attack directly before 
Chalons while serving with the 4th 
French army, under Gen. Gouraud. 
His account In part is as follows: 

On July 15, just a week ago, the 
Germans launched tha offensive 
which we had been expecting for 
several weeks. It was developed 
with the usual fury, was meticu¬ 
lously prepared, as always, against 
two of our armies, on a front of 
moro than eighty kilometers, be¬ 
tween Chateau Thierry on the west 
and the fairfous Main de Massiges on 
the east. This time It was the group 
of armies of the imperial crown 
prince—the armies of von Boehm, 
▼on Mudra and von Elnem—which 
made the attack. It Is to the heir 
of the Hohensollerns that this abrupt 
check to ths fifth attack of the year 
must be charged. 

At the center, in front of Rheims, 
the offensive was limited to a dem¬ 
onstration. In reality he attempted 
lo reduce the Montagne de Rheims 
and capture the unhappy city. But 
to the east, on his left wing, where 
the Germans attacked the army of 
Qen. Gouraud, the affair showed for 
ua the light of a magnificent vic¬ 
torious defensive, one of the most 
characteristic as well as one of the 
most successful defensive battles of 
this formidable war. Moreover, It 
was there, I think, that he intended 
to make a powerful effort. The 
staks was not less than Chalons-Sur- 
Marne. 

Since the beginning of June. 1918. 
an offensive on a grand scale was 
expected on the front of the army. 
As time passed many indications an¬ 
nounced the Imminence of the attack 
—indications that were noted. It is 
known that the front opposite the 
4th Army and, no doubt, the whole 
front, was equipped for a sudden 
attack for several months. Little by 
little one saw the Increase In cir¬ 
culation on the railroads, the muni¬ 
tion dumps growing, the aviation 
fields being prepared. The front. 


time I see you, 


fulfilling 

the mission, which had been intrusted 
to hold back and <llaln* 


to them, 

te grate the enemy.”- Each man re¬ 
mained where duty commanded him 
to hold. 


Many of these must has e 
fallen into the hands of the Ger¬ 
mans, 

But from the first minutes of the 
attaok, so to speak, they saw clearly 
that it was a defeat for the enemy. 

While the attacking troops had ai - 
rived before the line of redoubts, all 
the machinery behind them was con¬ 
tinuing to function according :o tho 
schedule based on the hypothesis of a 
victorious progress. The barrage 
rolled rhythmically far in advance 
of the furious waves breaking against 
the dyke which was resisting them. 
And the divisions of the second line, 
fully convinced that the first were 
pursuing their regular advance like 
the hands of a clock, had advanced 


the motor convoys, supplv wagons, 
horse-drawn batteries, in columns on 
the roads—in all that our artillery¬ 
men fired with open eight*. pounding, 
grinding, unceasingly, the men. the 
heavy trucks and the horses. Never 
has any one seen such carnage. At the 
source of the Alsne. on that little hi - 
lock which Gen. Marchand used to 
love and which is called Place de 1 Op¬ 
era, seventy’ corpses were lying in 
one heap. But it was in the region of 
the Monts, which we had Just aban¬ 
doned during the night, in conform¬ 
ance with the plans of the command, 
that the carnage was the greatest. 
They were seen to appear ar the crest, 
at present denuded, where no cover 
masked them from view, and then to 
plunge down the slopes. -r-, 


pELHAM climbed the stoop, passed 
* through the small lobby of the 
remodeled residence in which was 
his apartment, and mounted the flight 
of et&lrs to his rooms on the second 
floor. He opened the door, stepped 
through, placed his hat and coat 
upon a hook in a closet off the tiny 
entrance hall and walked into his 
living room, to pause abruptly on the 
threshold. 

For a moment he thought that 
Dickenson, Whom he knew to have 
been a 


J IMMY PELHAM came of an old New 
York family. Behind him was a 
tradition that included not merely 
money but culture. He resented with 
all bis aristocratic soul the Intrusion 
int othe circles of the elect the fat 
■profiteers and their red-knuckled 
wives. That his own present profes¬ 
sion was perhaps not one honored by 
all men did not affect his attitude to¬ 
ward the parvenu. He was waging 
warfare against the greatest crook 
of tho day—the Gray Ghost—and was 
rendering a service to society. He 
considered his profession honorable 
and worthy of a gentleman. 

Although Pelham had not been 
present when scandal broke about 
the royal head of the prince, the 
claimant to Malthurla’s throne knew 
that Jimmy Pelham must be cogniz¬ 
ant of the hushed-up opprobrium. It 
was an impertinence of Ladlslaus, 
then, to invite Jimmy Pelham to the 
party. 

And now that one came to con¬ 
sider the matter, Prince Ladlslaus 
had added gaucherie to impertinence. 
Pelham’s Invitation seemed like an 
after-thought. Issued only a day be¬ 
fore the event was to take place. 

He shrugged. What difference did 
It make? He wasn’t going, anyway. 
And on the following evening he 
chuckled as he assisted Dickenson 
with hia tie. 

"Enjoy yourself, 611m,’’ he exhorted. 
"And don't forget the thing* that you 
have my permission to do." ? 

The rx-guide chuckled. "I won’t," 
he promised. "I only hope I get a 
chance. If the folks down in Juno, 
Me., could read in the paper that 1 
busted a prinfce a couple on the jaw 
they'd send me to the legislature." 

♦ * * * 

•pJELHAM. himself dressed In a dln- 
* ner suit beneath his overcoat, ac¬ 
companied the resplendent Diokenaon 
downstairs to the waiting llmouaine. 
Of late it happened that the garage, 
from which he frequently rented a 
machine, had sent him thb same car 
sund the same driver on many differ¬ 
ent occasions. The chauffeur knew 
Pelham’s reputation and was thrilled 
at driving the one man who had been 
able to meet, with at* leapt a meas¬ 
ure of success, th^ machinations-of 
: . y 


■pvICKENSON colored. "I'm game 
enough, boss," ho said. "But I’m 
not crazy. That bunch, men and 
women both, were ready to kill. They 
didn’t get anything from me, exoept 
about eight dollars and a gold-plated 
watch worth about fifteen more." 

“ Then how did you get the bruise 7" 
asked Jerry Tyron. 

"That’s the Important thing,” re¬ 
plied Dickenson. "As I handed over 
my wallet ths guy that took if gave 
me a nasty look. Says he: Tour boss 
didn’t come eh7 Well, take this home 
and show It to him.’ 

"And with that, before I could 
dodge, he lifts the gun that he’s been 
stlckln* In my stomaoh. and soaks me 
over the head." 

Pelham remarked: "That 


•teetotaler" all his life, had 
yielded to the seductions and blan- 
'dtshnxnts of Prince Ladlslaus’ party. 
Poe, sprawled upon a couch, his 
dr*M coat lying half upon a chair 
and half upon tha floor, and tha silk 
hat, which ha had borrowed from 
Pelham, resting upon Its dented 
crown on a rug, Dickenson certainly 
looked the part of the drunken rev¬ 
eler, even to the wet towel about 
hie forehead. 

The gr|n which he aseayed at sight 
of hla employer waa alokly. "I got 
mine. Mr, Pelham." he said aheap, 
lehly. 

Hla tones were clear, unthickened 
by liquor. But Pelham thought of 
another explanation, and at the 
thought he grinned. "Well, did Mai- 
thurla win over America In a round?" 
he asked. "911m, you amaze me. 1 
didn’t dream that you'd take me se¬ 
riously." 

SUm'a cheeks grew redder still. "You 
got me all wrong. Mr. Pelham. Tha 
<3ray Ohoat raided the party." 

Pelham stared at Dickenson. Then 
he rose, walked into the next room, 
and telephoned Jerry Tryon. He re¬ 
turned to Diokenaon, hut refused to let 
tho man talk until, breathless and ex¬ 
cited. Jerry Tryon arrived. Then Dick- 
eneon talked. 

"I got In all right," he said. "A guy 
In uniform asked my name, and I told 
him—gave him my own name; so many 
people there that they never oheoked 
up, I guess—and ha led me up to Hla 
Royal Nibs. And I want to say that for 
real class give me a Tammany alder- 
mad! Why, If this Prlnoe Ladlslaus 
didn't have a title, he'd be lucky to get 
a Job selling neckties." 

He tubbed a hand across hts fore, 
head..' disarranging Pi’w eap on s!-that 


GREAT personage,” said one'jag 
the first prisoners, -”ls obseiaSS 
Ing this from up there.” In fact tan 
German emperor, as formerly fr$jj%! 
the top of the Grand Couronne "’jSK 
watched for the moment to rush upafij 
Nancy, was waiting on Mont Blar&;; 
In Ludendorfs house, for the houj tiy.. 
enter Chalons. Thus he was ablS'tpfa 
see another of his dreams fade. 

The Gouraud army had before :tj| 
line at the eve of battle thirteen dim) 
slons. some of the crack dlvIslons/SH 
Will he recognized by their m'Sls 
designations. They were from wn^hl 
east, from the region of Trugny^Afi 
that of Massiges, the 15th BavarfeSjS 
the 3d Guard, the 2«th Dlvieion. 
Ersatz Division of the Guard, the 
mth Division, the 289th, the 1st, the' 
Dismounted Cavalry Division of the 
Guard, the 2d Bavarian Division, igc; 
Bavarian. 88th Infantry Division, 
infantry Division, the 33d Reserve, 
plus nine or ten divisions in reserve—. 
that Is to say. twenty-five divisions 
at the lowest estimate. 

Today. In Indianapolis, Gen. (lourtud 
Joins in the celebration of that great 
battle, greeting again the men who 
fought under him five years ago. and 
the writer who had the honor of shak 
lng his hand one hot July day in the 
little village of Cuperiv, Just behind 
the lines, feels safe In saying that the 
reunion in the Hoosier state todav 
will bring forth expressions of Amer¬ 
ican patriotism, different, perhaps, 
from the demonstration the same men 

R ut ever at Champagne, but never. 

■ alaee quite as sincere. 


THE PRINCE ROSE. “YOU DARE TO INSINUATE-■” “SIT DOWN, MY PRINCELY SCOUNDREL. 

SNAPPED PELHAM. “I DON’T INSINUATE. I CHARGEI” 


Quietly, 

seems to put It up to the Gray Ghost, 
Jerry." 

Tryon'e heavy brows drew closer 
together as he frowned. 

"A darned lucky thing you stayed 
away. They’d have killed you, Mr. 
Pelham." 

"That's what I think." cried Dick¬ 
enson. "I been tellln’ him that he’s 
crazy goln' around alone! Here they 
follow him—” 

Pelham eat holt upright; hie gray 
eyes grew Intent. "Jerry, llaten to 
me. I've been followed before, hut 
only when aotually working on a spe¬ 
cific case. Tonight Is the first time 
that I've been followed when the 
Gray Ohoat waa about to commit a 
crime! Why f 

"Tou've got me," replied Tryon, 
puzzled. • 

"But lt’a simple Juet the lame," de¬ 
clared Pelham. "The Gray Ohoat 
thought that I might stumble upon 
his plans; he wanted to know where 
I waa and what I was doing.” 

"But how would you stumble on hla 
plana? We never have." retorted Try- 
on. 

"Perhaps ha wanted tne to stumble 
on these plans," said Pelham. 


become public. 


when I leave the room you're In.” 

Jimmy Pelham laughed loudly. 
"Well, baokward or frontward. It does 
not matter tonight, Jerry, so long as 
you beat It now. and let ms put our 
interesting Invalid to bed." 

Hie royal hlghneaa Prlnoe L—dl»- 
laua of Malthuria frowned as he 
stared at his visitor. The prince waa 
dressed for the evening. 

"I received you. Monsieur Pelham, 
because you were so extremely In¬ 
sistent. But I must tell you that, 
while I am glad to renew an old ac¬ 
quaintance, time pieases this even¬ 
ing." 

"I won’t be over five minutes," 
promised Jimmy Pelham. Kls eyes 
ware harsh and his lips thinner than 
ever. . "Times hars changed for both 
of us, your hlghnssa When ws met 
before, you had prospects of some 
day regaining your throne. I was a 
man of wealth." * 

Tha priqeafs olive oheeks reddened. 
"I attll expect to he restored," he 
said lolly. 

Well, I never expect to be a mll- 
Bonaire agraln,” said Jimmy Pelham. 
1*1 wonder which of ua haa nor* 


"Couldn’t talk for a minute, Jerry," 
he said. “That man was born to a 
throne. To think that auch a one 
would sink so low!. Well, he’s leav¬ 
ing’ Amerloa tomorrow.” 

"Guilty!" cried Jerry. 

Pelham assented vigorously. 

Jerry Tryon filled a pipe; he-light¬ 
ed it and puffed until It wag drawing 
smoothly. '1* haven’t bothered you 









